CHAPTER THREE
i
n Father Henry's ice-house I had been a man. Here on the
trail I was once again to be an insect, creeping over the face
of the northern wastes. Had I been an Eskimo I should have
pulled out without a wave of the hand: a white man, though
I had choked up at the priest's farewell, and words would not
come, I lingered long enough to take both his hands in mine
and bob my head by way of leave-taking.
Our sled pulled swiftly out. Looking back, I saw that Father
Henry had disappeared without waiting for us to round the
point. He vanished; his hill stood bare of life; and in a few
minutes the hill itself was as a grain of dust.
This was a different trail from all I had known before. My
road to Pelly Bay had been a journey through a mist — the air
grey, my being distressed, my mind conscious of reasons for
despair* Now everything conspired to procure my happiness.
To the affection I felt for Father Henry, the veneration that
wanned my heart, there was added the comforting presence of
these uncontaminated Eskimos whom I felt to be my friends.
I had the impression that all Pelly Bay was thinking of me,
wishing me well; and the feeling that a whole people might be
concerned for my well-being was exhilarating.
With this went the fact that during my weeks in the ice-house
the sun, without my perceiving it, had returned to fill the world
with light. On the trail out we had had daylight (to call it that)
from half-past eleven until half-past one in tie afternoon.
Beginning at half-past one, darkness had flowed over us, and
thereafter, for several hours, depending upon the changing
moment of the rising of the moon, all had been black. Fainter
in the first days, brighter as the moon filled, her rays had lighted
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